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Maneater 


Neither of them was really sure why it was the only building they could slide into without interruption was a 
run-down little excuse of a church. But none the less, here they were, with Tommy's back pressed awkwardly 
against a podium where once a preacher-man had stood, gesturing wildly with a message of God and how he 
was something to be feared. Talking of the devil. Well, as far as the drummer was concerned, if there was a 
devil, he was right here and the fires that were embracing his body was the burning of Hellfire. Not that he 
was complaining, really, if this was hellfire, maybe he could handle the eternity of burning that he was 
undeniably headed towards. 


"Fuck-Nikki-you-" 


Lips that were still smeared with the stage makeup they'd been wearing earlier seized his in a powerful kiss 
(sometimes, he swore he could feel the pressure to a point that it was bruising. This was one of those times) 
as he felt hands immediately fumbling for the belt that held up the torn pants he was in. Naturally, Tommy 
was shirtless already, so there was that hassle of clothing that he wouldn't have to remove. Maybe that's 
why Nikki always seemed to be attracted to him like a fly to honey, there wasn't ever really the hassle of 
clothing. Though he was pretty sure that he wasn't the only one that Nikki was fucking. Well, he could 


guarantee that, given that women were always fuckin everywhere before, after, and sometimes even during a 


show. He was pretty sure that Nikki and Vince had something going on on the side but- 


Fuck, it was so good that he just didn't care. Just the feeling of Nikki's hands pushing past the waistband of his 
boxers (which he was wearing today, what a special occasion) was enough to cause him to offer a low moan 
and toss his head back. One hand attempted to grip the wood of the podium for balance while the other was 
holding tight to the leather vest that was the only semblance of a top that his dark-haired fuckbuddy was 
wearing. (He wouldn't call them lovers, really, because it wasn't love. It was fucking. And while that stung like 
salt in a wound occasionally, he dealt with it) 


"Oh fuck, oh fuck, Nikki-" 


That look. That fucking look in the bassist's eyes was enough to make his entire body shake. There were very 
few looks in the world that could merit so strong a response out of him, but something about those eyes. It 
was like he could devour him in a look, like Nikki could absorb everything about Tommy, everything that the 
drummer was. That he could chew him up and spit him out. And for some reason that was such a fucking 
turn-on that he unconsciously rocked his hips forward against the intruding hand that rested in his pants. 
Right now, Nikki was a beast. He was an animal, and Tommy was the prey-all too willing to submit to the 
whims of this dark-maned lion. Nikki had him cornered, and that look was his way of letting Tommy know that. 
And of course, the drummer knew any presumable war had been lost and he was subject to the wills of this 


beautiful disaster that was Nikki Sixx. 


God, he couldn't get much any harder, even with that thought drowning out his logical functions that were 
impaired to start with. As usual, neither man was wholly sober. It was rare that they ever were, and even 
rarer that they were in this state, pawing at one another's flesh like hungry animals, when they were. 


Sometimes, Tommy wondered what that experience would be like. 


There went thought as the kisses that were focused across his collarbones moved south, along with the 
bassist who came to be on his knees before the taller man. It was almost poetically ironic, given that they 
were in a church and Nikki was on his knees. Tommy managed a smirk before he clapped his own hand over his 
mouth to try and hold back the sounds that were coming forth. He was all too used to fucking in hotels right 
next to Vince or Mick, so the idea that volume didn't matter was lost on his deluded mind for the time being. 
He wasn't good at thinking, especially when Nikki's lips were on his hips, his hands pulling down the fully worn 
out jeans that had probably seen better days. Hell, most of their clothing had. what little that they usually 


wore. 
"Oh c'mon, Nikki-" 
"Shut up." 


He was pretty sure those were the first words he'd heard out of Sixx since they'd found the old abandoned 
church, but they were enough to make him listen up. Shutting up? Tommy Lee, shutting up? It was an amusing 
idea, really, but he could hardly smirk before his senses suddenly went into a spiral when he felt lips on his 
already hard cock. Nikki's lips, obviously, because they always felt so damn much better than any chick's 


mouth ever would. There was just something about him. There always had been, always would be, as far as 
Tommy knew, just. 


Already cracked nails grabbed onto the wood for more support as he rocked his hips forward, feeling the 
bassist gag just a bit, but that was how things worked. He knew Nikki's limits almost as well as the man 
himself did, this wasn't the first time this had happened. And how Tommy prayed (hah, praying, in a church-) 
that it wouldn't be the last time. He adored the other musician more than he would ever know, but even if it 
was just a physical thing, it felt good. It felt /fucking/ good, pun intended. There was a fire between them, a 
physical passion that Tommy simply couldn't find a rival for. No chick, hell, even the handful of other dudes 
that Tommy had entertained had come close to this. Not that he was a fag by any means but-maybe he was 


just Sixxsexual, 


The nails that weren't in an intimate state with the podium were soon tangled in the black mane of the beast 
that was devouring him in a less than metaphoric sense. It was so hard to resist just sliding down that podium, 
given that his knees were already shaking, his balance waning, and he was pretty sure this damned podium 
wasn't exactly bolted to the floor. But he'd at least try and keep his balance. Hell, how was it that only Nikki 
Sixx could almost knock him off his feet? All the women, all the chicks, even all the drugs just didn't have this 
fucking effect. 


Every move, every touch-the feeling of those lips sliding off his cock, that tongue dragged along the uber 
sensitive fucking flesh-it was fire. Hellfire, to go with the metaphor from his earlier train of thought; but he 
loved it. It was overwhelming-it was too much-and he couldn't take it as he scraped his nails along the scalp of 
the bassist on his knees in front of him. Too much, too quick, and he was tipped over the edge without much 
of a warring. Not that this was something the bassist wasn't accustomed to (given that he just leaned over 
and spat the thick, white liquid on the floor of the church. That had to be sacrilege) before he wiped his 
mouth with the back of his hand Tommy was already fumbling with the replacement of his pants when the 
slightly shorter man stood up before him and looked at him, a smirk on those damnably skilled lips. 


There was a devil in the church, and his name was Nikki Sixx. And God, he was a maneater. 


